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TO 
MY    MOTHER 

ly/f  OTHER  of  mine,  if  the  world  should  betray  me 
ITX    L,fe  should  defeat  me,  hope  turn  to  despair  •    * 
liien  from  damnation  your  memory  would  stay  mc  ' 
Undaunted  I'd  rise  on  the  wings  of  your  prayer.       ' 

Mother  of  mine,  though  the  years  should  pervert  ire 
Temptation  claim  toll  of  all  ways  that  I  trod  ; 
Never,  no  never,  could  grace  quite  desert  me,' 
Kor  memory  of  you  guards  my  pathway  to  God. 
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Vimy  Ridge 

TITHAT  chivalry  lies  sleeping  at  thy  breast, 
VV      And  gallant    loves,   brave   hopes   and   deeds   of 
might, 

Poured  out  as  wine  from  altars  of  the  Wen. 
Strong  prairie  sons  and  proud  "Columbia's  best 
Who  died  for  Empire,  Liberty  and  Right, 

\nd,  so  inspired,  achieved  the  final  height 
Of  sacrifice  upon  thy  tortured  crest. 
I'lieir  deeds  will  shine  tlirough  years  undreamed,  to  light 
The  steeper  ways  of  men  as  yet  unborn, 
When  passions  cool— and  peace  comes  with  the  morn. 

Iliey  loved  deep  woods,  far  skies  and  sweet  wide  plains. 
Van  mountain  peaks  and  cities  newly  grown. 
!'or  these  they  died  and  bore  the  sacred  pains 
Of  sacrifice  at  Freedom's  crimson  throne, 
l-et  spruce  and  pine  that  knew  the  western  sun 
Stand  sentinel  where  heroes  fell  rose-crowned 
\t  last  with  deathless  honours  dearly  won, 
io  guard  w^th  jealous  branch  tliat  holy  ground. 


i 


II 


Peace  and  War 

I  SAW  him  stand  where  ripening  grain 
Drank  deep  the  gold  of  western  skies. 
Tliere  he  had  made  'mid  virgin  plain 
A  simple  free  man's  paradise. 

i  saw  him  next  lie  broken,  dead. 
With  shell-torn  body  facing  West, 
And  well  I  knew  his  soul  had  sped 
Home  to  the  prairic'.s  peaceful  breast. 


Lens. 


15  Fchrvarv,  191S. 
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The  Dead— Passchendaele 

THESE  are  the  men  who  died— died  in  the  keepin,tr 
Unsullied  and  splendid  the  life  that  they  gave. 
I'hese  are  the  men  who  sowed,  yours  be  the  reaping 
Of  Liberty's  Bloom  that  shall  spring  from  their  grave. 

These  are  the  men  who  died,  bravely,  with  laughter. 
Nothing  could  daunt  them  and  nothing  dismay. 
Gave  they  their  years  to  you,  you  who  come  after. 
Yours  to  inherit  the  dreams  of  their  day. 


Remember  when  Peace  brings  you  fruitful  to-morrows. 
\our  temples  yet  stand  in  their  proud  dignity. 
These  are  the  men  who  faced  Hell's  blinding  sorrows. 
Suffered  and  bore  them  that  you  might  be  free  ! 

V'^'R^:^. 

November,  191 7. 
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The  Answer 

WHY  came  he  there .'     He  sought  the  answer  right 
And  kept  shivering  vigil  through  the  hours 
Ol  Hame-spHt  darkness,  cold  with  sleeting  showers 
That  soaked  the  bomb-torn  trench  throughout  the  nighi 
Of  keen  and  bitter  aches,  spoiling  for  fight 
That  claimed  swift  dash  and  urgent  manly  powers 
Of  fierce  assault  :    to  sweep  these  sowers 
Of  grief  and  shame  for  ever  from  his  sight. 

He  fell,  surrounded  by  the  shards  of  hate. 

Blind  with  the  pain  and  scorching  blast  of  shells. 

One  arm  still  guard  upon  a  bleeding  mate 

He  raged  and  sobbed  thro'  Earth's  unchaining  Hells. 

.'Vnd  then  came  Peace  and  Understanding  too, 

Christ  called  him  '  Brother  " — at  last  he  knew  ! 

Avion. 

4  February,  itjiS. 
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Reinforcements 

{Written  during  the  Canadian  Elections) 


•crs  3    "OI.ACK  on  the  Sunset  the  scarred  hills  of  Vimy, 

the  night    ']   ^  Blasted  and  riven  by  iron  and  lead, 

I  Raise  their  charred  fingers  in  mute  supplication 
,ei-.s  %  ^'^^  peace  for  the  dead. 


I  The  Peak  of  Hill  70,  Fresnoy  and  Oppy, 
I  Smoke-wreathed  and  misty  they  call  to  the  West— 
':  Monuments  all  to  the  deeds  of  her  warriors 
Now  sleeping  at  rest. 

Passchendaele's  quagmires  and  Ypres'  stark  ruins 
Breathing  with  agony,  searing  the  brain, 
Sramed  with  the  blood  of  the  stalwart  young  heroes 
Of  Canada's  slain. 

Hear  the  Dead  calling  you  strong  man  and  able, 
For  Canada's  honour  respond  to  your  name  ! 

^  Or  must  the  red  blood  of  the  Vanguard  then  brand  you 

\  For  ever  with  shame  ? 

1  December,  191 7. 
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From  the  Canadian  Front 

ENGLAND  !  England  !   they  say  thou'dst  betray  u 
Counc  all  the  loyalty  shown  thee  as  naught, 
Fail  the  dear  trust  and  the  true  adoration 
Our  motherland  taught. 

England  !   England  !   thou  call'dst  and  we  answered, 
Proud  to  respond  to  the  faith  in  thy  voice. 
Life  we  have  given,  and  love,  and  ambition — 
And  swift  was  our  choice. 

England  !  England  !  deep  in  our  heart's  core 
We  love  thee  and  cherish  thy  place  in  the  sun. 
Fic,'ht  on  for  Honour,  thy  name  and  thy  glory 
Till  victory's  won  ! 

England  !  England  !  be  true  to  tradition. 

Keep  bright  the  proud  record  thy  banners  proclaim. 

From    blood   of   our   forebears   has   sprung   thy   prou 

freedom, 
The  star  of  thy  fame. 

England  !  England  !  take  heart  f/om  our  courage, 
Though  sons  of  the  West  we  are  sons  of  thine  still. 
Every  brave  thought  that  took  life  at  thy  bosom 
Responds  to  thy  will. 

England  !  England  !  to  thy  traitors  give  answer, 
Sweep  from  thy  path  those  clogging  thy  stride. 
Be  true  to  thyself,  O  Mother  of  Nations, 
Keep  spotless  thy  pride  ! 

If  riiitii  at  the  time  oj  Lord  Li/nsdozvne^s  letter. 

i6 
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A  Fragment 

CMOKE-PLUMED  ruins  of  turret  and  walls 
y  That  seem  to  breathe  in  the  greying  gloom, 
in  the  sleep  of  a  friendless,  trendless  pain, 
And  to  dream  of  a  sorrowing  endless  doom. 

Poplars  stark  on  a  lowering  sky, 
Like  naked  souls  in  a  stygian  pen. 
A  shell-split  road  like  a  festering  'wound, 
And  the  weary  tramp  of  coughing  men.' 


oclaim, 
thy   proud 


still. 
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Understanding 

OTALWART  life  and  care-free  days  ! 
O  Knowing  the  joy  of  youth's  ardent  way, 
Long  have  I  stood  on  the  whisp'ring  plain. 
Loved  and  yearned  and  sought  in  vain. 

Crashing  death,  swift  shard  and  sword, 
Testing  the  soul  of  the  spoken  word  !  ' 
Blinded  I  fell,  and  I  breathed  a  Name ; 
Dying  I  caUed,  and  at  last  You  came.  ' 


tUr. 
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For  the  Blue  Cross 

YOU  knew  them  in  the  huntint^  field  before  the  War 
alarms, 
They    ploughed    the    cl'";an    straight    furrows    on    01 

England's  lovely  farms, 
They  pulled  your  carts   to  market,  your  gigs   throug 

hawthorn  lanes — 
And    now    they   pull    the   limbers    over  shrapnel-pitte 
plains. 

Loyally  they  served  you  in  the  pleasant  days  of  life, 
Royally  they  serve  you  in  these  bloody  days  of  strife. 
Where  blasting  shard  flies  thickest  and  shells  go  shriel 

ing  past 
The  horses  of  old  England  serve  their  masters  to  the  las 

Lame,    bleeding,    blind    and   broken,    but    with   gallar 

spirit  true, 
They  stagger  from  the  batile-ground — and  trust  the: 

wounds  to  you. 
Let  pity  rule  your  impulse,  reach  out  a  brother's  hand 
And  soothe  these  wounded  comrades,  prove  you  lov 

.  .  .  and  understand  ! 

Neuvili.e  Vitasse. 
Junf,  191 8. 
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Vox  Clamantis 

T  ORD,  grant  me  the  spirit  of  soldiers, 
-L/  Strength  for  the  task  that  I  dread.' 
Ah,  the  fear  of  fear  that  consumes  me 
When  I  gaze  where  my  fellows  lie  dead  ! 

Clear  Thou  the  mist  from  my  eyesight. 

Steady  my  shuddering  breath. 
Help  me  be  true  to  my  manhood 

When  I  watch  the  dark  looming  of  Death. 

I  have  fought  where  the  red  flame  of  Battle 

Scorches  the  lowly  and  great. 
Where  shells  burst  the  lock  of  Life's  gateway 

By  their  blast  of  hot  f  uiy  and  hate  ; 

Stood  where  the  bloody  slime  cozes 
From  earth  that  was  sickly  with  fumes, 

Ana  known  the  wild  impulse  to  flee  from 
The  shape  that  my  comrade  assumes. 

When  my  heart  turns  to  ice  at  the  whining 

Of  shells  that  pass  narrowly  by, 
When  my  throat  s  in  the  clutch  of  a  torment 

As  I  gaze  at  the  death-ridden  sky, 

When  I  see  the  warm  harvest  of  man-flesh 
Lie  quivering,  bleeding,  then  still, 

Give  me,  Lord,  strength  to  remember 
Thy  teaching  on  Calvary;^  Hill  ! 

'9 


The  Canadian 


TMK  look  with  which  you  sped  Jiim,  i^tandine  there 
Amidst  the  -^'(ilJcn  field?. 

Sustained  him,  builded  round  liii;  soul  v\hen  sorely  tried 

An  armour  of  protecting  memories  and  pride. 

No  craven  thought  he  yields 

When  death  screams  doomful  through  the  air. 

If  he  should  fall,  remember  always  thi; — he  gives 

With  loyal  zeal  and  steadfast  faith 

The  ardent  blood  of  youth,  clear-eyed,  undismayed,  the 
be?r 

That's  born  of  England,  by  Kngland  given  to  the  yearn- 
ing VVest. 

Remember,  too.  the  radiance  of  his  gift — 

Brave  thoughts,  dear  dreams  of  love  that  bridge  the  rift 

Of  immortality. 

He  lives — know  that  he  lives  while  all  he  died  for  lives. 

In    lie  passionless  peace  of  the  prairie. 

Midst  the  fields  of  flowering  grain. 

When  the  meadow  lark  sings  his  requiem 

Your  soldier  will  breathe  again.   .  .  . 
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Canada  Calls! 

/^AMF.  they  when  the  trumpets  sounded. 
V><     Kycs  alight  and  Hps  firm-pressed, 
Hand,  outstretched  for  Sword  of  Justice, 

Strong  of  thew  and  deep  of  chest  ! 
f.oyal  to  the  highest  impulse, 

Ardent  souls  who  knew  the  need, 
i-.a^'er  they  to  meet  the  challenge 

Hurled  by  Death  and  Prussian  greed  ! 

Riders  of  the  vast-flung  prairies, 

Burnt  by  sun  and  western  wind, 
Vpostles  of  the  god  Adventure, 

Stout  of  heart  and  sane  of  mind. 
Mountaineers  and  lone  prospectors, 

Lovers  of  the  Rockies'  peaks  ; 
Came  th  y  from  the  still- bound  canyons. 

White-fanged  cataracts  and  creeks. 

From  the  foot-hills  of  Alberta, 

Manitoba's  fa.ms  and  woods. 
See  'Columbia's  gay  battalions— 

Wave  on  wave  in  khaki  floods  ! 
From  Saskatchewan's  bluffs  and  rivers. 

League-long  fields  of  gold-spun  corn— 
From  the  Yukon's  white-lipped  silence. 

Where  the  Northern  Lights  are  born  ! 

Bugles  shrill  where  stags  once  challenged. 

Mallard  rose  from  velvet  slough- 
Where  the  Arctic  silence  shelters 
Countless  herds  of  caribou. 
ai 
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Canada  Calls! 

The  Mother  calls,  and  swift  they  answer. 

Pressing  on  in  serried  ranks, 
"  \Vc  aic  coming,  noble  mother — • 

And  your  faith  shall  be  our  thanks  !  " 

O'er  Ontario's  lakes  and  cities. 

Sounding  by  sequestered  farms. 
On  through  stilly  bush  and  muskeg 

Loud  her  bugles  call  "  To  arms  !  " 
Old  Quebec  has  proved  her  passions 

Still  alight  though  slow  to  flame. 
Proud  New  Brunswick's  hour  is  golden — 

Bright  the  Northern  Gateway's  fame  i 

Bulwark  of  the  Greater  Nation, 

The  West  has  kept  unstained  the  breed, 
Buildin"  men,  clean-souled  and  stalwart. 

Sons  who  shall  defend  her  Creed — 
"  Honour,  Liberty  and  Virtue  " 

Deep  enblazoncd  on  her  shield 
Where  ere  the  Maple  Leaf  has  sheltered. 

Where  ere  the  warm  west  winds  have  healed  ! 

Canada  has  called  her  children 

(Dim  her  eyes  and  sad  her  face). 
"  Mother,  here  !  "    "I  come  !  "  th:y  answer, 

"  Grant  to  me  " "  and  m^. !  ''— "  a  place  !  " 

Hear  the  fall  of  endless  footsteps, 

Ah  that  firm  triumphant  tread  ! 
While  England  needs,  that  sound  shall  answer 

Till  Canada's  last  son  lies  dead  ! 


I  7  'TuIm    ini'7 
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The  First  Contingent 

THEY  marched,  those  early  battalion^,  to  the  forest's 
deep-toned  song 
And  the  prairie's  subtile  music  :  "  For  this  have  we  made 

yc  strong  !  " 
And  the  wild  wolf  stood  to  listen  as  gaily  they  strode  along. 

They  fought,  those  gallant  battalions,  on  the  field  where 

Liberty  lay 
A:  the  feet  of  a  mocking  tyrant,  where  Virtue  stood  at 

bay; 
Where  the  blood  of  a  martyred  people  had  barred  Sin's 

right-of-way. 

They  died,  those  bleeding  baaalions,  but  their  manner 
of  death  shall  ring 

From  the  nethermost  vaults  of  Hades  to  the  heights  of 
the  Final  King, 

As  their  souls  go  borne  to  their  fathers  on  Truth's  trium- 
phant wing. 

They'll  come,  those  spirit  battalions,  with  the  hush  of 

the  evening  breeze, 
When  the  murmuring  rain  shall  tell  of  their  deeds  to  the 

maple  trees. 
To  aid  in  the  great  rebuilding  of  the  world  thr.t  God 

decrees. 
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Mourn  ye  the  Dead 

OPINES,  tall  and  still  'neath  quiet  skies, 
Mourn  ye  the  dead. 
They  may  not  hear  again  your  subtle  songs  and  lullabies 

Crooned  overhead, 
Nor  smell  your  sweet  wild  fragrance  on  the  mountain  air 
When  winter's  fled. 

O  plains  that  hold  the  sick  soul's  cure, 

Mourn  ye  your  sons. 
They  may  not  feel  again  your  cool  caress  and  strange  wild 
lure. 

Those  absent  ones. 
Nor  ride  again  your  lonely  trails  where  dreams  were  life's 
companions. 

O  streams,  crystal  creeks  that  soothe  the  heart's  unrest. 

Mourn  ye  those  sped 
Beyond  the  siren  spirit  that  beats  within  thy  water's 
breast 

And  lured  'o  bed 
With    thee   the   sun-kissed   forms    and   limbs   ye   once 
caressed — 

For  they  are  dead. 


H 
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Realisation 

IGHT  as  the  maple  bloom  caught  in  some  careless 


wi 


nd. 


lullabies     .1    Tlieir   youthful    thoughts   leapt   joyously   from    purple 

dawn 
ntam  air      .     To  sun-tired  twilight's  hour,  when  crept  the  hind 

;;    To  star-strewn  waters,  velvet-deep  and  passion-drawn. 


(  And  then  some  deeper  note  had  struck  a  wondering 
1  chord, 

mgewi         ^  ^^^^,  pg^j-j  were  dimly  glimpsed  through  youth's  slow- 
I  lifting  haze. 

1?  The  world's  sly,  luring  voice  ;   the  city's  pulse,  th"  sword 


I'ere 


life' 


V    And  mast  that  beckoned  from  afar  to  rich  dream  days. 


unrest. 


V  water  s 


Till  came  the  threat  of  Death  that  cleared  unseeing  eyes 
To  Life's  dear  gifts — some  bugle  note  from  distant  field 
To  thrill  the  heart — and  rhcn  they  knew  Life's  paradise 
Was  sweet  indeed,  and  onlv  theirs — to  vield. 


ye   once     -i 

i 


\vio\. 
5  February,  191 8. 
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The  Western  Mother 

LO,  how  I  yearn  for  my  children 
Far-flung  to  Humanity's  aid. 
Proud  though  my  soul  at  the  knowledge 
My  debt  to  Humanity's  paid. 

I  gave  to  ensure  the  salvation 

Of  hopes  that  are  nursed  at  my  breast 
By  those  who  have  grasped  at  that  Freedom 

Enshrined  in  my  bounteous  West. 

Came  they  world-weary  and  soul-sick, 
I  folded  them  deep  in  my  arms, 

Crooned  of  new  life  at  the  dawning. 
Solaced  their  hurts  with  my  charms. 

Giving  with  lavish  abundance 

The  wealth  of  my  mountains  and  loam, 
But  guarding  my  intimate  glories 

For  those  who  shall  call  me  '  home.' 


"  By  pain,"  saith  the  Maker  of  Nations, 
And  lo,  how  He  tries  me  much  ! 

Hungry's  my  heart  for  their  voices, 
Eager's  my  breaet  for  their  touch. 

Vast  are  my  borders,  but  vaster 

The  dreams  that  are  born  to  mv  men 

'  Fis  dreams  that  have  taken  them  from  me— 
Through  dreams  shall  I  claim  them  again  ! 
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Delirium 

'T^HERE'S  the  roar  of  death  in  my  cars,  Glen, 
J.     And  my  eyes  are  bUnd  with  pain, 
U'hile  the  minutes  of  slaughter  seem  years,  Glen, 
In  the  anguish  of  my  brain. 

Was  it  blood  in  the  lakes  of  Qu'  Appelle,  Glen, 
Or  the  paint  of  a  crimson  sun 
That  splashed  over  coulee  and  dell,  Glen, 
When  the  Western  day  was  done  ?' 

Were  they  skeletons  lining  the  hills.  Glen, 
Or  hirch  in  a  silver  mist 
That  rose  from  the  cooling  rills,  Glen, 
When  water  and  moonbeam  kissed  ? 


i 
i 
I 
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Uhat  is  that  red-dripping  blade.  Glen, 
That  cuts  thro'  the  bleeding  grain, 
That  ghost  in  the  cedar  glade,  Glen, 
That  shroud  in  the  moonHt  plain  ? 

Is  it  rain  that  falls  soft  thro'  the  n'jht.  Glen, 
On  the  new-bcund  sheaves  of  corn,'' 
Or  tears  for  those  gone  in  the  fight!  Glen— 
And  tears  for  the  dead  unborn  ? 
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The  Open  Trail 

OH  tho5c  days  o'  happy  memory,  the  days  o'  fence 
lc5S  trails, 
Jusi   before   the  smoke  o'   farmsteads   rose   beyond   th. 

poplar  rails  : 
When  both  man  an'  beast  drank  deep  o'  life  an'  won  bi 

blood  an'  fang — 
When  we  lode  the  western  ranges  white  the  cow-bird: 

glugged  an'  sang. 

There  was  naught  but  tweak  o'  leather  an'  the  jingle  ot 

our  sDurs, 
An'  the  liit  o'  joyc  ..  songsters  that  the  dawn  o'  daylight 

stirs, 

While  we  rode  the  trails  together  an'  the  bond  o'  friend- 
ship grew. 

Oh.  those  rides  at  early  dawnin'  ere  the  sun  drank  deep 

o'  dew  ! 


The  joy  o'  life  an'  knowledge  of  a  thousand  subtle  things 
Were  ours  by  right  o'  heritage  that  love  o   nature  brings. 
A  deeper  understandin'  an'  a  faith  in  life  we  gained 
On  the  trails  in  misty  moonlight,  when  the  Silver  Silence 
reigned. 

O 


Though  wc  win  to  tame  an"  glory  an"  the  world  be  at 

our  feci, 
We  never  -shall  forget   the  charm   nor  feel  joys  half  as 
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The  Open  Trail 

,  -         _  As  when  we  rode  together  while  this  Ufe  was  still  a  jest, 
"Long  the  luring  trails  o'  liberty  across  the  amber  West, 


and   the  '■ 
won  by  I 


Flanders. 
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O'er  the  Plain  She  Rode 

0~  "ER  the  plain  she  rode  to  tiic  Hill's  gold  crest. 

He 


e  sought  her  there, 
And  found  h^r  there, 
y  friend-H  Swcetlv  fresh  as  the  virgin  West. 

ank  deepH  ^^  ^p^Va  of  the  War— she  ne'er  appealed 

But  bravely  smiled. 

She  waved  and  smiled 

tie  thine^l  •■^-  '"^^^'^X  ^^  ^°*^^  '■^  ^^^  battle-field. 

re  brings.l 

lined        I  0"er  the  plain  she  rode  and  she  breathed  Ills  name. 

sr  SilenceB  He  never  came. 

He  never  came. 
Vnr  Wis  life  was  burnt  in  the  War's  red  tlamc. 

irld  be  at  I 
Y$  half  as 
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Requiem 

STILL  are  thy  limbs— thy  brave  eye  films 
With  Death's  dim,  jealous  veil. 
Thou  hast  reached  too  soon,  with  soft  reluctant  sigh. 
The  end  of  Life's  short  trail. 

O  mare  o'  mine,  thy  heart  and  mine 

Have  known  Life's  ecstasy. 

For  us  the  shimmering  gold  of  sunset's  wealth. 

The  silver  of  the  sea. 

The  soft  snow-fall,  the  coyote's  call. 
Haunting,  wild  and  stron-  : 

The  Chinook  winds  and  soft  sweet  twittering  notes 
Of  snow-birds'  winter  song. 

The  starry  night— snow,  cold  and  white. 
Draping  moonUt  heights 
And  stretching  away  to  silent  icy  space 
Beneath  the  Northern  Lights. 


We  loved  the  way  where  chipmunks  play 

And  woodland  voices  speak. 

Where  pine  and  spruce  rise  up  from  tangled  depths, 

Laved  by  the  murmuring  creek. 

Through  dim-lit  aisles,  on  scented  piles 

Of  scarlet,  gold-rimmed  leaves 

Thy  sportive  hooves  have  picked  their  dainty  way. 

Leaves—swirling,  whispering  leaves  ! 
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Requiem 

We  knew— thou  and  I — the  poetry 

Of  silence,  colour,  life  ; 

We  knew  and  loved  the  spirit  of  the  Wild, 

Its  pagans— its  ceaseless  strife. 

The  shad -wed  deeps,  the  prairie  sweeps 
Of  undulating  lawn. 

And  myriad  mystic  sounds  of  drowsy  life 
That  wakes  at  mist-wreathed  dawn. 

Dawn,  cool  and  grey,  when  dry  reeds  sway, 
Rustling,  mournful,  sighing 
In  the  first  awakening  breath  of  morning  breeze, 
When  wild-fowl  circle,  crying. 

We  two  have  seen— we  two  have  been 

Where  Braves  once  met  their  foes, 

And  teepees  raise  their  smoke-hued  pole^  to  skies 

Soft-coloured  as  a  rose. 


I 


And  now  we  part  .  .  .  brave  loyal  Heart ! 

No  more  shall  saddle  fret  thee, 

While  Life  reflects  the  sights  and  sounds  we  loved 

I  never  will  forget  thee. 

Flanders. 

1  November,  l<^ij. 


The  Prairie 

WAV  acros,  the  windy  prairie 
'Neath  the  whitc-phimeJ  ucstern  skies. 
Where  the  waking  Flower  of  Sunrise- 
Flings  her  gold  at  wondering  eyes. 
All  my  senses  leapt  responsive 

To  the  lure  of  virgin  sod. 
Breathing  in  its  mystic  beauty 
With  the  voiceless  word    i"  God. 

J  have  seen  the  noble  promise 

Pledged  throughout  the  primal  plain. 
Grandly  made  to  all  who  claimed  it 

By  the  right  of  brawn  and  brain  ; 
V\  liere  the  wheat  in  flaming  ochre 

Floods  the  homestead's  lea<?ue-lon"-  Held 
i\nd  the  Oats'  soft  silken  clusters 

Ripple  like  a  silvern  shield. 

V\'atched  the  smoke  from  cabin  chimney 

Circle  through  the  crystal  air, 
Once  alive  with  beating  tom-toms 

And  the  signal's  crimson  glare. 
All  my  soul  adream  with  wonder 

I  have  ridden  fading  trails 
Leading  once  by  lodge  and  tt^pee. 

Bounded  now  with  poplar  rails. 

Musing,  glimpsed  Adventure's  finger 

Beckon  through  the  purple  haz.e 
Round  the  fairy  peaks  of  Fancy 

or  my  Dream's  immortal  days. 
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The  Prairie 

Felt  the  sun's  calm  benediction 
Pulse  behind  th.  evening  vciL^, 

Ere  the  soughing  winds  of  midnight 
Crooned  above  the  sleeping  trails. 

Through  the  portals  of  the  morning 

Garlanded  with  amber  d',-w. 
Watched  the  wild  geese  sail  like  galleons 

Silver-flecked  against  the  blue. 
Seen  the  grey  form  of  the  coyote 

Steal  amidst  the  silent  pines 
Ere  the  silver  mists  have  lifted. 

Sifted  through  with  golden  lines. 

Every  blade  of  whispering  verdure 

On  the  prairie's  rhythmic  dunes 
Sang  its  soft  poetic  quota 

To  the  choiring  twilight  tunes. 
Every  pool  of  mirrored  beauty, 

Each  wet  iridescent  gem, 
Spoke  the  magic  vvoof  of  colour 

Conjured  round  each  slender  stem. 

Here  I  read  by  tone  and  symbol 

All  my  weary  soul  could  ask. 
Saw  my  life  with  Him  who  gave  it 

Stripped  of  all  its  fooling  mask  ; 
And  the  city's  vaunted  splendour 

Seemed  a  thing  of  little  loss, 
One  with  all  the  bawds  of  glitter. 

Blatant  speech  and  worthless  dross. 
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The  Prairie 

Where  the  li<,'}it  oi  Truth  and  Beauty. 

Glowing  in  omnipotence, 
Gave  my  eyes  the  clearer  vision, 

Shamed  my  life  of  false  pretence. 
Questing  bravely  to  To-morrow, 

On  the  soft  sweet-scented  air 
Beat  the  wings  of  Hope  and  Courage, 

Crying  to  my  soul's  despair. 

'  Hope  on  !     Fight  on  !  '  came  the  message. 

Tempering  fibres  sorely  tried. 
Soothed  the  bitter  thought  within  me. 

Re-attuned  my  breaking  pride  ; 
Bade  me  cling  to  Youth's  ideal 

That  the  grim  iconoclast 
Life  had  bruised,  batter' d,  broken — 

Bade  me  hold  the  remnants  fast. 

All    he  prairie's  latent  passion 

Si.:hooled  within  her  lonely  breast, 
Breathing  with  some  ancient  sorrow, 

Stirred  my  soul  to  depths  ungucssed  ; 
Spoke  to  mc  with  haunting  sadness, 

Filled  my  aching  heart  with  tears, 
SootheH  -le,  urged  to  brave  endeavour, 

Gave  mc  hope  of  stalwart  years. 

Thrilling  to  the  tunes  of  Nature 
Pealing  through  the  wilderness, 

I  have  drunk  the  wine  of  winter. 
Felt  the  summer's  warm  caress ; 
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The  Prairie 

.Ml  my  bcin;,'  strangely  yc;iiiu!i'; 

To  the  haze  of  distant  milc^ 
I  n  the  clear  ecstatic  voices 

Kinging  down  the  forest  aisles. 

iivery  fibre  of  my  being 

Thrilled  responsive  to  the  Word. 
Sinking  through  the  airy  vastness. 

Rising  from  one  Central  Chord. 
f  was  one  with  space  and  distance. 

Brother  to  the  land  and  trees, 
Understanding  every  heart-beat 

Pulsing  on  the  vagrant  breeze. 

God  of  all  the  things  of  Beauty, 

Grant  me  some  day  to  return 
'l\)  the  garden  of  the  sunset 

Where  Thy  Fires  of  Freedom  burn. 
When  the  west  wind  lulls  the  prairie, 

When  the  guns  their  silence  keep. 
Give  me  way  across  Thy  borders. 

Speed  me  Home  at  last— to  sleep. 

Lit:  RES. 

34  February,  191 8. 
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Communion 

THE  long  day  is  dying, 
'I'Ik-  ucst  wind  falls  sighing, 
And  boftl)  the  glow  in  the  pulsing  sky  iulc>. 
The  night  mi-^t  is  falling, 
The  curlew  is  calling, 
And  shadows  of  wild  gceso  skim  dim  n\r  the-  trails. 

Transmuted,  thy  spirit  around  mc  is  breathing. 
The  voice  of  thy  heart's  in  the  whispering  pines. 
The  sense  of      /  nearness  my  glad  heart  is  wreathing, 
The  soft  stilly  night  with  thy  purity  shine^. 

The  silver  dawn's  breaking. 
And  wild  life  is  waking. 

The  caribou  calls  from  the  lake's  shadowed  glade. 
The  wood  birds  arc  singing, 
ihe  ^oangsun  is  flinging 
His  gold  at  the  stars  ere  they  scatter  and  fade. 

The  wilderness  calls,  for  'tis  there  I  :hall  find  thcc 
Locked  in  the  beauty  of  forest  and  fall. 
There  thy  dear  memory  shall  comfort  and  bind  mc, 
Tlierc  will  I  come  at  thy  spirit's  sweet  call. 
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The  Homestead 

CLOUDS  of  purple  clover. 
Seas  of  amber  grain, 
That  Mvay  in  eolJcn  laughter  on  the  new  ploughed  plain. 

Oatficlds  grey  and  silvern 

Rippling  in  the  breeze 

That  sings  across  the  prairie  from  thf  thin  tull  trcci^. 

Sloughs  of  crystal  clearness. 
Pastures  green  and  wide. 

Where  foals  and  calves  may  frolic  at   their  Jam.'   .leek 
side. 


Cabin  in  the  ofling, 
Little  vine-clad  home. 

The  ploughshare's  hurried   whisper  to  the  damp,   dark 
loam. 

Leaguc-loag  furrows  stretching 

Straight  and  clean  and  firm, 

With  cow-birds  gaily  searching  for  the  wary  wire-worm. 

BuU-frogs  in  the  slough  grass. 

Cows  you  cannot  find, 

Mosquitoes  gently  murmuring  on  the  warm  wei  wind. 
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The  Pioneer 

YOU'D  littlf    but  faith    to  aid   vou    when    first   you 
j:,uiidcd  the  plough. 
But  the  Wc'i^t  crave  more  tJiaa  promise,  for  look  at  your 

kingdom  now  I 
none  are   the  da}-,-  of  your  'roughing" — log-stable  and 

primitive  shaek, 
W  ith  the  lonesome  silent  prairies  giving  only  vour  sad 
thoughts  back. 

Where  once  the  buffalo  pastured  and  the  wapitii  fought 

at  dawn 
\\  itli  the  gre\-  wolf  prowling  the  blufF-side  on  the  scent 

of  the  new-born  fawn  ; 
Where  the  Indian  pitched  his  teepee  and  the  lialf-breed 

laid  his  traps, 
And  little  black  bears  once  frolicked  and  licked  at  the 

maple  saps. 

There  where  your  manhood  was  challenged  vou  boUllv 

ventured  your  all, 
True    to    \  our    simple    ambition,    oft    knowing    life's 

bitterest  gall. 
Building   with  sturdy  endeavour,   giving   the  sweat   of 

your  brow — 
What  pride  in   the  first  log-stable   that  sheltered  your 

horses  and  cow  ! 

Mosquitoes   have   driven   you   frantic ;     stink-weed   has 

challenged  your  craft. 
Your  crops  been  ravaged  by  gophers  while  vou  fretted 

.Tnd  fumed-    and  laughed. 


St  you 
t  your 
le  and 
ur  sad 

Foui^hl 
?  seem 
-breed 
at  the 

boldly 

life's 

cat   of 

1  your 

;d  has 
retted 


The  Pioneer 

The  pold  of  your   wheat  was  plundered   by   the  frost- 

thief's  pallid  hand- 
Though  dumb  with  dismay  at  the  ravage,   still  bright 

kept  your  faith  in  the  land. 

!■  ver  the  same  was  the  sequence,  nothing  could  daunt 

your  intent ; 
The  fruits  of  your  labour  might  vanish,  once  more  to 

your  labours  you  bent  ! 
Loving  the  land  that  betrayed  you,  sensing  the  cause 

through  your  hurt  ; 

These  were  the  things  that  have  proved  you-trials  that 
made  you  girt. 

Such  was  the  spirit  that  conquered,  born  of  an  ancient 
breed 

That  ever  looked  upward  and  onward—"  God  and  mv 
Right  "  its  creed. 

Such  was  the  task  you  had  chosen  and  bravely  you  gave 
of  your  best, 

Upholding  the  old  traditions  that  called  to  vou  there 
in  the  West. 

Fierce   though    the   icy   blizzards    that   lashed    at   vour 
quivering  form 

When  a  fifty-below  was  blowing,  your,  but  to  face  the 
storm. 

There  were  days  then  you  cursed  all  creation,  bitter  and 

raging  an^  sore  ; 
Days  when  you'd  trade  the  damn  country  for  a  vard  of 

the  Motherland's  shore  ! 


5'^ 


The  Pioneer 

The  mood  soon  followed  its  parent — you  stuck  lO  your 

furrows  of  loam 
For — long  before  you   would   admit   it — this   was  your 

real  Home. 
Sorry  you  came  to  the  prairies  ?     Still  pine  for  the  things 

you  have  known  ? 
Away  with  the  old  life  forever — it's  here  you  came  into 

vour  own  ! 
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Spring 

COME  leap  to  the  saddle,  the  prairie  awake? 
And  a  fresh,  free  wind  is  blowing  ! 
W  c"ll  gallop  the  lawns  of  the  poplar  brakes 
Beyond  the  barbed  wires  and  the  v.iHovv  stakes 
Where  the  riotous  creeks  arc  flowing. 

Oh,  hark  to  the  music  of  eager  hooves, 

And  whoop  with  the  jcv  of  living  ! 

Feel  the  heart's  blood  leap  to  the  youth  it  proves, 

Feel  the  sweep  and  power  as  the  swift  limb  moves. 

Drink  the  wine  of  the  chinook's  giving  ! 

Oh,  the  creak  of  the  saddle  and  tinkle  of  spurs. 

And  the  smell  of  a  mane  wild-.linging  ! 

The  wax-wing  calls  from  the  pungent  Rrs, 

While  the  woodland  grouse  from  his  drumming  •    .irrs. 

And  the  forest's  wild  deeps  are  ringing. 

'Tis  Spring  come  at  last  to  her  lost  domains 
(Ah,  the  long  white  winter's  yearning  !) 
She  is  come  with  her  promise  of  sun  and  rains. 
With  a  myriad  balms  for  our  winter  pains- 
Thank  God  for  her  sweet  returning  ! 
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The  Storm 

ASU^  T  EN  stilJne:;:,  holds  tuc  stifling  air. 
brooding  sky  grows  overcast  and  dark, 
\n  oriuic  flits  like  a  glowing  spark 
Into  the  woodland's  gloom,  his  watch  to  share 
With  other  silent  songsters  sheltering  there. 
No  sound  but  snapping  twigs,  a  coyote's  bark, 
A  puff  of  winr^,  the  noise  of  rustling  leaves.  .  .  . 
Upon  th'  expectant  earth  a  few  drops  tell 
By  warning  patter  of  the  breaking  spell 
That  binds  the  land  which,  gasping,  soon  receives 
The  violence  of  the  storm.     Fierce  and  wild  it  cleaves 
The  air  with  clamorous  fury,  a  raging  h;;ll 
Of  wind  and  driven  rain  that  blinds  and  stings, 
Lashing  the  trees  that  meet  then  fly  asunc'.er 
In  frenzied  panic.     The  vivid  lightning  flings 
Its  sheets  of  flame  'midst  shattering  blows  of  thunder. 
Swift  as  it  breaks  the  storm  goes  on  its  rounds. 
The  ploughman,  with  his  steaming  team  and  plough. 
Comes  from  the  shelter  of  o'erhanging  bough. 
The  sun  breaks  warmly  through  the  misty  bounds 
Of  vapour,  and  all  the  earth  exults  in  sounds 
Of  sweet  relief.     All  things  breathe  deeply  now. 
The  freshened  air  is  full  of  life.    The  rills 
Of  joyous  water  gurgle  down  the  hills 
I'hrough  shining  rocks  and  jewelled  plants  that  nod 
Their  fragrant  heads  above  the  steaming  sod. 
The  dripping  pine  its  spicy  scent  distils. 
While  sing  the  birds  in  ecstasy  to  God. 
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The  Snowshoe  Trail 

THERE  the  stars  somehow  seem  brighter. 
And  the  moon  gives  bolder  light. 
Tin;  Snowshoe  Trail  lies  'Acam\n» 

In  the  velvet  vaults  of  night 
liv  the  frozen  stream  where  the  pine  tree<  drcain 
In  the  r-hecn  of  an  opal  lieht. 

Where  the  Northern  Lights  come  flaming 

I'rom  the  radiant  Arctic  zone. 
And  fling  their  coloured  splendour 

Through  the  wastes  of  the  White  Alone, 
\\  hile  the  snow  gods  leap  from  their  icy  sleep 

To  dance  in  the  magic  zone. 

Then  the  wraith-hke  lynx  pads  sof  tlv 

To  the  windfalls  silver  gloom, 
Where  capercailzie  slumber 

Unaware  of  the  fur-clad  doom  ; 
And  the  black  fox  cries  to  the  crackHng  skies 

As  the  carcajou  laughs  in  the  gloom. 

Then  the  demon  of  the  winter. 

The  spirit  of  trackless  snows. 
Sighs  like  an  iceberg  sleeping, 

Sweeps  down  from  the  northern  floes 
And  roars  his  way  through  the  Hudson  Bay, 

Through  the  plumes  of  the  swirling  snows. 
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The  Snowshoe  Trail 

Now  the  Snowshoe  Trail  has  vanished. 

Wiped  out  with  its  myriad  signs. 
There's  a  hush  over  lakes  and  prairie 

And  still  are  the  wood's  confines. 
For  Death  comes  swift,  when  the  cold  snows  drift. 

To  those  failing  to  read  the  signs. 


Rebirth 

STILL-BOUND,    adream    with    pregnant    thoughts, 
caressed 
By  magic  moon  that  makes  of  silent  night 
(Mist-wreathed  and  silver-fumed  with  mystic  li<rht) 
A  fairy  land  of  dreams,  the  heart's  vain  quest, 
Are  slumbering  prairies  of  the  ancient  West. 
They  nourished  once  the  passions,  fed  the  sight 
Of  those  Red  gods  who  ruled  by  primal  right. 
Till  nature  claimed  them  from  their  wavs  to  rest. 


Pale  from  her  star-lit  drcam  the  Dawn  awakes 
With  myriad  tongues  and,  fragrant,  subtly  blends 
The  sepia  tones  of  night  with  golden  flakes. 
Blue-plumed  above  the  trees  the  smoke  ascends, 
A  child's  sweet  laugh,  the  voice  of  toiling  men — 
To  nobler  task  the  West  is  born  again. 

Flanders. 

1 8  January,  191S. 
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The  Pristine  West 

REACHING  to  blue-toned  distance 
Is  a  whispering  world  of  grey. 
Drinking  the  wine  of  summer 
Through  the  wind-blown  Western  day 

Or  brooding  in  sombre  si'ence, 
As  though  the  ache  at  her  breast 

Had  grown  from  aeons  of  sorrow- 
Solemn,  supernally  blest. 

Raging  in  passionate  fury, 

White-lipped  and  from  straining  lung, 
As  she  vents  her  cold  derision 

With  an  icy  Northern  tongue. 

Then  weeping  the  tears  of  repentance. 

Claiming  the  South  wind's  kiss. 
Hugging  her  battered  children 

From  her  mad  mood's  wild  abyss. 

Strong  in  her  primitive  glory 

She  speaks  to  the  strong  man's  heart. 

Btc3\]  'ng  her  subtle  advance.^, 
L'rging  him  take  her  part. 

'I'hese  are  the  moods  of  the  prairie. 
And  well  do  I  know  her  ways, 

I'or  she  wooed  my  heart  to  her  bondage 
In  the  far- gone  fenceless  day;. 
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Foals 

MAY  and  the  toals  arc  playing'  like  winsome  little 
faun^ 
Ciallop-a-gallop  by  tiic  s!ough<  and  (ncr  the  prairie  lawns- 

Gay  little  hooves  arc  flying,  proud  little  heads  arc  high 
Neighing  a  boastful  chalJcngc  as   the   whispering    wind 
sails  by. 

Down  by  the  old  log-stable,  round  by  the  nind-blown 
stack, 

Tnp-a-ty,  trip-a-ty  through  the  trees,  over  the  fields  and 
back. 


Mames  may  wait  in  the  cart-shed,  shafts  may  tilt  to  the 
beam, 

Earth's  but  a  jolly  play-ground.  Life's  but  a  sun-wrought 
dream. 


The  Past 

STRONG  with  the  strength  of  sil 
J^carnt  in  the  school  of  pain, 
Ere  white  Man  sought  his  lodges' 
And  won  by  tricks  and  dodges, 
The  Indian  ruled  the  plain. 

His  spirit  like  the  eagle's 

That  planed  through  opal  space. 
Hot-blooded,  cunning,  wary. 
He  roamed  the  velvet  prairie. 

Proud  with  the  pride  of  race. 

He  trapped  the  lynx  and  musquash. 

Brought  down  the  silver  goose. 
And  when  the  sun  was  falling 
He  lured  by  plaintive  calling 
And  slew  the  royal  moose. 

He  heard  the  dusky  coyote. 

And  saw  the  wild  geese  fly 
Throughout  the  mystic  gloaming, 
Or  when  the  sun  was  combing  " 
Night's  bright  gems  from  the  sky. 

Till  came  tJic  cold  white  winter 

When  swift  the  soft  snow  falls- 
Then  all  the  land  was  frost-bound. 
Wind  whimpered  like  a  lost  hound 
Around  his  lodge's  walls. 
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The  Past 

O  Spirit  of  the  Prairie, 

O  shade  of  warlike  Braves, 
What  glamour  in  the  story — 
Romance  and  ancient  glory — 
That  breathes  above  thy  graves 


The  Accident 

THE  fox  broke  cover  and  the  hounds  grew  loud 
In  music  as  they  swcj^i  ihe  snowy  dell. 
I  rode  the  chestnut  marc  you  loved  so  well, 
And  gave  her  rein  to  clear  the  laughing  crowd. 
But  in  the  rush  some  woman  spoke  your  name — 
I  cannot  tell  what  happened  then  ;    I  know 
The  field  seemed  suddenly  to  blur — the  snow 
And  flashing  scarlet  whirled  around,  while  came 
A  thousand  aching  memories  to  my  heart  ; 
A  choking  sense  of  pain  and  loss,  and  then 
I  knew  that  you  were  there  with  me  again. 
I  felt  you  near — the  hunt  a  thing  apart.   ... 
We  thundered  on  to  where  the  stiff  bank  twists — 
The  wings  of  love  seemed  suddenly  to  fail — 
(Or  had  the  chestnut  struck  that  hidden  rail  ?) 
A  crash — a  snort  of  pain,  and  then  .   .   .   the  mists.   . 


48 


Remember 


REMEMBER 
i  love  you — 
And  through  that  love  I  gi 
The  beauty  of  the  world, 
The  dearest  hopes  that  live 
Dear  Heart 

I  leave  you — 
Time  flics— be  true,  be  bra 
Take  to  your  lonely  heart 
The  shield  of  love  you  ga 


ve 


ve. 


ve. 


Through  days  of  sunny  warmth  and  storm  and  cold 
I  11  feci  with  you  the  changes  as  of  old- 
Hear  the  bright  laughter,  see  the  tears  that  fall 
IhnlJ  with  strange  gladness  when  I  hear  you  call. 

When  night  shall  come  and  moonlight  tip  the  pmc 
■Be  then  aware  ' 

Within  your  heart  I  come  to  claim  you  mine- 
Look  for  me  there. 

By  every  seed  that  grows  and  tree  that  towers 

Above  you, 
%  every  leaf  that  blows,  by  scent  of  flowers- 

I  love  you  .  .  .  know  that  I  love  you. 
Elanders. 

'^0  January,  191 8. 
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In  Western  Stubble 

Wni'.N  the  russet  Icavcsand  the  now-bound  sheaves 
Lie  snup  on  the  golden  stubble  ; 
W  ith  the  day's  work  done,  you  pit-k  up  your  gun, 
Forgetful  ot"  aches  and  trouble. 

And  tramp  the  long  fields,  nor  think  of  their  yields. 
But  only  of  what  they're  hiding' — 
With  shrewd,  wary  looks  grouse  peep  o'er  the  stocks, 
Then  down  on  the  wind  go  gliding. 

With  pipe  in  your  mouth,  you  turn  to  the  south. 
Sniffing  the  cool  prairie-breezes. 
That  breathe  of  the  charm  of  woodland  and  farm, 
And  every  odour  that  pleases. 

A  sound  at  one  side  gives      irning  ;   you  hide 
With  scarcely  a  muscle  stirring — 
Your  heart  gaily  sings  to  challenging  wings, 
As  chicken  up-vvind  come  whirring. 

In  volleying  flight  your  gun-barrel's  light 

Of  danger  has  given  them  token. 

In  ratthng  scare  they  bank  on  the  air — 

But  your  right  and  your  '  choke  '  have  spoken  ! 


Then  calls  from  the  slough  give  warning  to  you 
Of  mallard  alert  in  the  reeds. 
They  rise  with  a  splash,  but  fall  at  the  flash 
Of  your  fire  to  the  tangling  weeds. 
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In  Western  Stubble 

Later,  Ic-xvcary,  contented  and  cheerv 
As  honunvard  you  shoulJor  your  mw  ' 
•here's  a  li^ht  in  your  eyes  like  the  ,'o.v  in  the  slcio 
Where  sinks  the  warm  vvesterin-^  ^un. 


De  Profundis 

T  LOVED  you,  dear,  and  when  your  love  was  slain 

,         ,;^^'"f  ""^  ^'^i"  -'"d  meaningless  to  me- 
A  world  without  a  sun,  a  soundlcs:  sea 

My  J.fevsas  numb  uithachinc^  hungry  pain.   .   .  . 
And  then,  beyond  my  sorrow's  misty  Main 
»  thought  I  heard  your  voice  forgiving  me  ' 
\nd  saw  your  radiant  spirit  shining  free 
And  felt  your  touch-as  though  some  h'ealing  rain 
Had  soothed  the  scorching  torment  of  my  soul 
\  blessed  peace  upon  mc  softly  fell 
I  raised  my  blinded  eyes  and  heard' the  roll 
Ut  Pluto's  drums  grow  faint,  as  there  from  Hell 
Vou  raised  my  pain-racked  spirit  up  above- 
And  then  I  knew  the  deathlessness  of  Love 


Atmosphere 

DID  you  ever  rid'  the  prairie  on  a  still  and  starry 
night 
With  a  sportive  little  blood  mare  on  the  bit, 
When  the  "  wool  "  was  grey  with  hoar  frost  and  the 

bluffs  shone  silver-white, 
And  the  sloughs  with  iridescent  lights  were  lit.— 

When  the  lone  trail  seemed  to  lure  you  and  you  felt 

you  haa  to  go, 
For  the  wanderlust  was  tugging  at  your  heart ; 
The  wilderness  was  calling  and  you  couldn't  say  it '  no  '— 
Though  it  tore  your  scheme  of  couuterplans  apart  ? 

Have  you  known  the  strange  enchantment  of  a  world  of 

endless  snow, 
When  your  poUshed  skis  are  wings  that  carry  you 
To  a  land  of  frozen  silence  where  the  spruce  and  fir 

trees  grow, 
And  wolves  hunt  down  the  fleeing  caribou  ? 

Have  you  fought  through  icy  blizzards,  those  .hat  sting 

and  lash  with  pain. 
When  your  heart  was  numb  with  agony  and  dread- 
When  your  \vill  alone  impelled  you,  for  your  brain  had 

gone  insane, 
And  every  other  part  of  you  was  dead  ? 

Have  you  slept   on  scented  spruce   boughs— heard   the 

rustling  of  the  leaves 
As  the  night  wind  whispered  over  wood  and  streams. 
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Atmosphere 

Then  lain  awake  and  wondered  as  a  magic  moonbeam 
weaves 

The  mysterious  simulacra  of  your  dreams  ? 


1      I 


If  you've  paddled,  camped  and  hunted  in  the  places  of 

the  wild, 
If  you've  known  sweet  Nature's  spirit-lipped  caress, 
You  have  felt  the  kiss  that  sears— that  will  bind  you 

through  the  years, 
And  your  heart  will  ne'er  content  itself  with  less. 
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"  Love  o'  the  North  " 

BLOT  out  this  scene  that  sears  my  aching  eyes, 
And  give  me  once  again  those  purple  hills, 
The  wild-strewn  crags,  the  dear  loved  moors  and  rills 
Beneath  the  grey  and  swirling  northern  skies, 
Where  heather,  burn  'and  glen  are  all  aUies 
To  claim  my  yearning  heart  with  voice  that  thrilb. 
And  memory  of  sights  and  sounds  that  fills 
My  soul  with  longing  love  that  never  dies. 
The  firm-browed  hills,  the  endless  moors,  the  firs 
That  stand  with  northern  dignity  and  strength, 
Scornful  of  all  the  vainer  love  that  stirs 
Our  youthful  hearts,  they  wait  until  at  length, 
Weary  of  all  the  gods  of  glitter  send, 
We  come — to  learn  of  love  that  kncvvs  no  end  ! 
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The  Lake 

TTTITH  mournful  cry  the  wind-blown  killdeer  rises 

V  V      Where  lacy  wavelets  drape  the  lonely  shore. 
The  kingbird  darts  from  juniper  to  willow, 
And  dainty  silver-throated  pippits  soar. 

The  green-flung  mass  of  drooping  willow  traces 
Its  myriad  leafy  stems  in  radiant  deeps, 
Where  jackpike  streaks  like  gleaming  silver  dagger. 
Or,  poised  on  his  bed  of  golden  pebbles,  sleeps. 

Shy  as  a  naiad  there  creeps  from  out  the  rushes 
The  sleek-plumed  water  r^il,  brown  spirit  of  the  glooms 
And  swamps  that  hide  the  joyous  lilting  warblers— 
From  where  the  long-shanked  golden  bittern  booms. 

Flashing  and  wheeling  in  fleets  of  vibrant  whiteness, 
The  snowy  lake  gulls  intertwine  in  play, 
Crying  to  mooswa,  who  picks  her  dainty  pnthwav 
To  press  her  muzzle  in  the  cooling  bay. 

In  rippling  tone  the  light-swung  paddle  w  hispers 
lis  joyous  message  to  the  mirrored  blue. 
O'er  which  the  birch  bark  wings  her  rhythmic  journey. 
And  woodlands  echo  the  voyaging  canoe. 
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The  Betrayal 

STILL  nights  of  mystic  beauty. 
Ere  the  radiant  moon  grows  pale, 
And  Earth  at  the  Sun's  glad  calling 
Breaks  fresh  from  her  lucent  veil ; 
When  I  see  the  waking  prairie 
Soft  wreathed  in  opal  haze. 
The  still-bound  sloughs  and  woodlands 
Gold-sheened  in  dew-caught  rays. 

Then  I  see  the  bleaching  carcase. 
And  the  ghostly  trees  that  stand 
Where  the  Amber  Hosts  have  ravaged 
At  the  traitorous  Sun's  command.  .  .  . 
Desolate,  brooding  and  tragic, 
Shunned  by  the  life  she  stayed, 
Adream  with  lost  fragrance  and  voices. 
Lies  the  flame-scarred  Mother — betraved  ! 
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Voice  of  the  Wilds 

VOICE  of  the  wilds  be  silent, 
Give  peace  to  my  aching  breast. 
Still  the  sob  in  the  song  you're  crooning 
Of  the  trails  that  I  rode  in  the  West. 

Trails  that  sleep  deep  on  the  prairie. 
Trails  that  grew  faint  for  the  tread 
Of  the  moccasined-foot  of  the  Redskin 
Now  ploughing  where  Chieftains  bled. 

Trails  that  threw  dust  to  the  hoof-beats 
Of  my  spirited  prairie-bred  mare, 
As  we  loped  through  the  Lonely  Places 
And  scared  the  grey  wolf  at  his  lair. 

Sloughs  where  the  wild-fowl  riot. 
Bluffs  where  the  ruffed-grouse  run, 
Prairie-chicks,  squirrels  and  gophers. 
The  meadow-lark's  song  to  the  sun. 

The  she-wolf  asleep  in  the  hollow. 
Her  cubs  in  the  screening  grass. 
Deer  creeping  down  to  the  lake-side 
From  the  gloom  of  the  mountain  pass. 

Floating  white  down  from  the  maples. 
The  flame  of  an  oriole's  flight, 
The  croon  of  the  creeks  in  the  coulees 
Thrill  the  pulse  of  my  soul  with  delight. 
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Voice  of  the  Wilds 

Lakes  opalescent,  reflecting 
The  pine  trees  and  dim,  purple  haze. 
The  prairie  ...  the  sinister  stillness  .  .  . 
The  panic,  the  smoke  and  the  blaze  ! 

Then  the  stump-studded  hills  at  sundown 
Black  on  a  flame-split  sky, 
When  the  coyAtcs  slink  to  the  summit 
And  give  tongue  to  their  yap-ah-ki-yi ! 

It's  a  land  that  lures  and  claims  me, 
For  I  yearned  to  a  strong  man's  goal, 
And  staked  on  those  bounteous  acres 
The  homestead  of  my  soul. 

O  the  voice  of  the  We-c  is  calling 
From  the  heart  of  her  virgin  loam— 
With  the  promise  of  manifold  treasur^-s 
She  is  calling,  calUng  me  Home. 

2.\  March,  1917. 
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Fort  Qu'  Appelle 

THERE'S  a  valley  that  holds  me  I,  uLndage, 
And  lures  my  lone  heart  with  it,-  speii 
Of  a  thousand  wild  beauties  reflected 
In  the  silver-hued  lakes  of  Qu'Appelle. 

Where  the  creeks  trickle  down  thro'  the  canyons 
To  their  sleep  on  the  lake's  crooning  breast. 
And  the  wapiti  browse  in  the  shallows 
Where  secretive  wild  reed-fowl  nest. 

It's  the  sportsman's  long-dreamed-of  Elysium 
And  a  haven  of  solace  and  peace, 
Where  the  pain-wearied  soul  may  be  rested 
And  the  heart  from  its  ache  find  release. 

Ah,  know  you  the  joy  of  a  sundown 
That  flames  from  the  heart  of  the  lakes, 
And  burns  the  still  west  with  a  splendour 
Of  scene  your  mind  never  forsakes  ? 


Have  you  bared  your  head  to  the  night  winds, 
And  your  eyes  sought  the  shadowy  hills, 
As  you  searched  your  soul  for  an  answer 
To  that  something  that  questions  and  thrills .' 

Then  truly  you  are  of  the  chosen  ! 
Hold  fast  to  these  things  you  have  known. 
As  the  g'l^t  of  the  gods  in  token 
Of  a  soul  that  was  standing  alone. 
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Fort  Qu'Appelle 

Go,  pitch  your  tent  in  this  valley  of  dreams  ; 
Drink  deep  at  lifers  primitive  well. 
And  know  the  strong  heart  of  wild  nature 
That  beats  round  the  fort  of  QuAppelle. 


The  Dream 

As  the  west  wind  sang  over  the  prairie 
JLm,   I  wove  my  dream  into  her  train, 
'Twas  blended  with  spicy  aromas 
And  the  lilt  of  a  bird's  refrain. 

It  had  naught  to  do  with  ambition. 
With  conquest,  nor  wealth,  nor  with  fame  ; 
But  the  dream  was  my  star — my  life- light ; 
Without  it,  my  life  were  a  name. 

Then  the  wind  swept  on  to  the  mountains, 
All  heedless  of  towering  peaks, 
And  my  dream  lies  broken  and  scattered 
With  the  leaves  on  the  laughing  creeks. 
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Memories 

A  cow  moose  called  where  purple  lake? 
Reflect  a  sultry  sun — 
(I  heard  the  call  above  the  squall 

Of  newsboys  on  the  run). 
A  flicker*  flew  through  forest  aisles, 

(His  whirring  wings  I  heard 
Above  the  boom  of  toiling  loom— 
My  vagrant  heart  was  stirred). 

My  mind  dismissed  the  task  at  hand. 

For  memory  gave  it  wings, 
Or  so  it  seemed  as  long  I  dreamed 

Of  forest,  game  and— stings. 
.\  blue-flecked  sky  and  southern  wind 

That  swayed  the  prairie  grass, 
The  scene  I  chose  (just  to  suppose 

That  I  were  free,  alas !) 

1  rode  again  the  amber  plain, 

My  heart  athrill  with  joy. 
The  sparkling  wine  of  youth  was  mine, 

And  all  the  world  a  toy. 
The  air  was  fresh  and  sweet  with  scent 

That  only  God  distils. 
I  sped  along  with  merry  song 

Flung  lightly  to  the  hills. 

1  roamed  the  shadow'd  aisles  at  dusk, 

Wolf-haunted,  dim  and  still. 
And  watched  as  dew  of  twilight  grew 

Star-silvern  on  the  hill, 

*  Flicker — a  woodprckei. 
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Memories 

Then  by  the  vine-clad  cabin  door. 
With  fragrant  pipe  ahght 

i  sat  and  smoked  while  Pan  invoked 
Still  music  of  the  night. 

The  magic  of  a  summer  night. 

The  breathless  peace  of  dawn, 
Are  things  that  hold  till  life  be  cold 

The  very  soul  in  pawn. 
I've  heard  a  million  voices, 

No  louder  than  the  fall 
Of  summer  rain  upon  the  plain — 

But  God,  how  strong  the  call  I 
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Where  the  Papaw  Lilies  Blow 

^rom  the  Uoodroofs  virgin  c.rpet- 
riKrc  the  Papaw  Lily  bloom.. 

rrt!l™'"'"'"°'^°'-""«''-P«-'-e,ve.poo, 
JAnd  the  loon,  c-y  from  the  reed-bed- 
Therc  the  Papaw  Lilies  reign. 

»--.  Pollen-ladon,  roc.  them  when  the  maple.  p„,,. 

^..d  cast  their  .hrond  of  bud-bloom  o-er  the  truant  pool. 

-And  he  ,vho  breathe,  this  air  enchanted,  see,  these 
wonder  thmgs,  sh.ill  know  "■■ 

y  he  deep  soul  of  the  Forest, 

Where  the  Papaw  Lilies  blow. 


The  Crop 

HORSKS  pr.-incin^',  ^'aily  ilancing. 
Heads  and  manes  ailing, 
Full  of  life  and  eager  strength 
Down  the  new-turned  furrows'  length, 
In  the  hopeful  Spring. 

Drills  i-squeaking,  seed  a-leaking 

In  the  warm  wet  soil, 
Cow-birds,  meadow-larks  and  crows 
Trailing  down  the  seiried  rcvvs 

Seeking  luscious  spoil. 

Young  plants  tender,  green  and  slender. 

Drinking  in  the  rays 
Poured  from  blue  and  saffron  skies, 
Where  the  sandhill  crane  flock  flics 

Through  the  summer  days. 

Binders  whirling,  reel-arms  purling 

Midst  the  ripened  grain, 
Round  and  round  in  closer  sweeps, 
Tossing  sheaves  in  clustered  heaps 

O'er  the  stubbled  plain. 


Hustling,  shouting,  new  grain  spouting 

On  the  gran'ry  floor. 
Yellow  pyramids  of  straw, 
Belching  from  the  stacker's  maw, 


Piling  at  the  door. 


The  Crop 

Soft  snow  falling,  teamsters  hauling 

Loads  upon  the  trail 
Whitely  gleaming  through  the  flakes. 
Skirting  sloughs  and  poplar  brakes. 

To  the  distant  rail. 


Sleigh  bells  ringing,  teamsters  singing, 

Home  again  they  speed. 
1'  ^^hat  dye  grade,  old  man  .'  "  says  Pete, 
"  Mine  is  sure  some  frozen  wheat  I  " 

"  And  mintr  was  graded  '  feed  '  I  " 


Things  I  Love 

I  LOVE  the  sound  of  falling  rain, 
Sweetly  fresh  on  the  drooping  grain, 
The  gloaming  mist, 
The  ridge  sun-kissed, 
The  pure  wild  notes  of  a  bird's  refrain. 

I  love  the  lines  of  a  thoroughbred — 
Clean-cut  limbs  and  a  high-flung  head, 

A  birch  canoe, 

A  cornflower's  blue, 
A  drowsy  sun  in  his  fleecy  bed. 

I  love  to  think  of  the  open  trail, 

A  throbbing  sc^  ,w  and  a  scudding  sail. 

The  morning  haze, 

A  comrade's  praise, 
The  scent  of  hay  in  a  new-mown  swale. 

I  Icve  the  song  of  the  eager  skate, 
A  winter  fire  in  an  open  grate, 

The  fireside  talk, 

A  twilight  walk. 
The  lapwing's  call  when  the  hour  grows  late. 


1  love  the  light  in  a  woman's  eyes, 
A  singing  lark  in  the  quiet  skies, 
A  crooning  stream, 
My  secret  dream.  .  .  . 
Gems  of  my  memcy's  paradise. 
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Winter  and  Summer 

WHEN  the  biting  bliz.ard  sweeps  across  the  pl.i„ 
^      Then  the  storm-blown  bunting  cheeps  his  quain 
refrain.  ^ 

I  Twittering  of  icy  floes. 
Frosted  woods  and  fleecy  snows, 
I  With  ne'er  a  note  of  winter's  woes. 
O  brave  refrain  ! 

|\Vhen  the  hush  of  evening  brings  the  shadows  long 
rhen  the  vesper  sparrow  sings  his  crystal  song. 
Notes  he  learnt  of  rhythmic  rills, 

[Tinkling  down  the  pebbled  hills,' 

.^nveetly  gay  with  tricky  trills. 
O  happy  song ! 


The  Oriole 

HIS  cry  is  the  sweet  of  the  sprincjtime : 
"  I'm  here  !    I'm  here  !    I'm  here  !  " 
Ecstatic  and  gay  as  the  spirit  of  May. 
Is  the  jolliest  song  of  the  year. 

How  bravely  he  calls  f  xom  the  pasture : 

"Hello!    Hello!    Hello!" 
Then  swings  to  the  trees  Lite  a  brand  in  the  breeze- 

The  bold  little  scarlet  fellow . 

His  nest  in  the  plume  of  a  poplar. 

"  Up  high  !    Up  high  !    Up  high  !  " 
From  dawning  till  night  he's  a  gem  of  delight 

That  burns  in  the  blue  of  the  sky. 

Hear  him  all  day  in  the  sunshine, 

"  How  good  !     How  good  !     How  good  !  " 

He  culls  from  each  minute  all  joy  that  is  in  it — 
This  gav  little  spark  o'  the  wood  ! 
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Sunrise 

^T^HE  sun  has  risen  in  the  fVildlavds, 
^      The  chant  of  Night  is  stilled. 

There's  joy  and  singing  in  the  midlands, 

for  the  promise  of  Dawn  fulfilled. 

Chipmunk,  gopher,  squirrel,  hare 
Came  to  dance  from  the  runway  lair, 
I'lach  one  frolicking  as  he  played 
Round  and  round  the  sun-kissed  glade. 

Wood-stag,  caribou,  buffalo,  moose, 
Called  from  the  realms  of  the  silvern  goose. 
Each  magnificent,  grandly  bold, 
Each  a  king  in  a  world  of  gold. 

King-bird,  kill-deer,  kestrel,  kite, 
Flittering  flames  in  the  sun-fire  light. 
Each  one  weaving  on  airy  loom 
Brilliant  patterns  of  purple  plume. 

Prairie-partridge,  grouse,  and  quail, 
Rose  from  the  bluff-side,  dune,  and  vale, 
Each  one  rocketing  swift  and  free— 
Golden  sails  in  an  amber  sea. 

The  sun  has  risen  in  the  WiJdlauds^ 
The  chant  nf  Night  is  stilled. 
There's  joy  and  singing  in  the  Wildlands, 
For  thr  prnniisr  nf  Dawn  julfiUed. 
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Prairie  F*re 

FIRE  upon  the  prairie. 
Ah,  the  bitter  fate  ! 
Ghostly  trees  and  ashen  seas. 
Sad  and  desolate. 

Rain  upon  the  prairie. 
Soothing,  healing  rain  ; 
Tears  that  bathe  the  blistered  swathe- 
Tears  for  all  the  slain. 


Bloom  upon  the  prairie. 
Ah,  the  fragrant  days  ! 
Yesterday  the  funeral  lay- 
To-day  the  song  of  praise. 


The  Dreamer 

HE  lay  on  the  whispering  prairie, 
His  thoughts  in  the  hic^h  white  clouds. 
And  his  youthful  dreams  held  mental  reams 
Of  shining  cities  and  crowds, 

Of  palaces  gleaming  in  sunshine, 

Of  women  entrancing  and  fair, 

Of  the  gallant  sword  and  the  brave,  free  word, 

And  the  songs  of  the  debonair. 


While  he  gave  no  thought  to  the  winging 
Of  geese  in  the  far  blue  heights, 
Nor  the  singing  breeze  in  the  maple  trees. 
Where  the  flaming  redstart  lights. 


The  Stable  on  the  Farm 

MY  stable  buildings  snuggle  beside  a  wooded  slough. 
Where   willow  bush   and   cotton  trees  lie  giecn- 
washed  'ncath  the  blue. 
'J'iie  brome  .^r.iss  in  the  paddock  is  nodding  in  the  sun. 
Where   brood-mares   j^ra/.c   contentedly,    and   colts   and 
fillies  run. 

But  the  inside  ot  my  .stable  is  the  place  I  love  the  best, 
The  whitewashed  stalls  and  mangers  and  the  smooth- 
worn  feeding  chest. 
The  rows  of  polished  harness,  the  saddler}-  and  pails. 
The  bits  of  straps  and  binder  twine,  hung  up  on  rusty 
nails ; 

The  smell  of  straw,  the  '  stably  '  smell,  the  bay  colt's 

friendly  neigh. 
The  sound  of  horses  feeding  on  the  manger's  minty  hay, 
And  in  the  loft  the  amber  sheaves  piled  high  upon  the 

floor 
Beside  the  bursting  cotton  bags  that  hold  the  winter's 

store. 

There's  a  charm  about  a  stable  that  makes  a  man  forget 
The  big  things  that  are  troubling,  the  little  things  that 

fret. 
Maybe  the  Child  of  Nazareth  has  left  this  subtle  charm 
To  glorify  the  workers  in  the  stable  on  the  farm. 


w.    rHK-.;'ON    AND   SON,    LTt.,    FH'NTBKS,    PLYMOIjTH.    F.Nf.t.ANn 


lough, 

grccn- 

5un, 
;s   and 


l:  best, 
nooth- 

ils, 
[  rusty 


colt's 

ty  hay, 
on  the 

nnter'f 


forget 
gs  that 

charm 


